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PROLOGUE 


"In  the  beginning  there  was  nothing.  The  Void  dominated  the  World,  devoid 
of  any  substance  or  existence.  Then  the  World  divided;  One  was  the  Ancient 
Darkness,  the  other  was  the  Newborn  Light.  And  from  then  on,  life  emerged. 

Peace  reigned  the  Great  World  and  life  roamed  the  land  as  the  Light  hold 
sway  over  them.  But  the  Era  of  Light  did  not  last  for  long.  Whilst  the  Light  Ones 
reigned  the  Great  World,  The  Dark  Ones  have  been  forgotten  and  exiled  to  the 
Underworld.  They  were  enraged  and  filled  with  jealousy  at  their  counterpart. 
Having  existed  first,  they  deemed  they  should  be  allowed  to  roam  around  the  land 
of  the  Great  World. 

As  their  desire  grew  stronger,  so  did  the  Light's  resistance.  They  feared  the 
Dark  Ones  would  harm  the  lands  that  they  sought  to  protect.  They  tried  their  best 
to  please  and  appease  the  Darkness,  but  to  no  avail.  War  broke  out." 
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—  “That  story  dates  many  Eras  now. "The  Strange  Voice  informed  me. 

—  " Travel  this  land  and  seek  the  hidden  truth  of  the  War  of  Ends.  Find  the  7  Lost  Flames  in  this 
Shattered  World  and  bring  them  to  the  Dying  Sun.’’ 

After  having  listened  to  the  story  enlightened  to  me,  I  kindled  myself  up  and  observed  the  path 
laid  upon  me,  resolve  to  accomplish  the  destiny  given  filling  me. 

Without  forewarning;  void  consumed  everything  around  me,  finishing  by  me. 

THIS  IS  THE  TALE  OF  MY  JOURNEY; 

THE  JOURNEY  TO  THE  SUN. 
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CHAPTER  1  —  THE  BEGINNING 


I  feel  light...  So  light  that  I  am  not  even  sure  1  am  real.  I  am  submerged  in  nothingness. 
But  I  exist,  my  own  consciousness  is  clear,  and  I  am  aware  of  my  own  being.  I  focus  on  myself 
to  try  and  understand  who  or  what  I  am,  attempting  to  comprehend  my  nature.  I  feel  knowledge 
being  absorbed  into  my  mind.  Slowly  but  surely,  I  start  getting  the  sense  of  my  physical  form, 
the  mass  and  shape  of  it,  the  anatomy  of  my  body.  Soon  after,  I  manage  to  feel  the  space  around 
me,  the  world  taking  shape  like  I  was  being  born  anew. 

I  feel  warmth,  a  sense  of  safety  coursing  through  me.  I  manage  to  acquire  sight,  opening 
my  eye  lids  blocking  it.  The  gentle  rays  of  light  hitting  my  eyes  blurs  my  vision.  A  mask  of  sort 
seems  to  be  on  my  face.  I  do  not  know  who  I  am  I  do  not  know  what  I  am.  I  do  not  remember 
anything  prior  to  now,  except  the  final  words  of  a  strange  voice. 

—  "Seek  the  Hidden  Truth."  I  reminded  myself. 

—  "Bring  the  7  Lost  Flames  to  the  Dying  Sun." 

My  goals  now  forged  into  my  mind — undertaking  their  demands — I  pour  energy  into  my  body 
to  lift  myself  up  onto  the  stone  I  was  laying  on,  readying  myself  for  the  upcoming  events. 

Observing  my  surroundings,  I  saw  an  old  man  sitting  on  a  rock,  staring  at  me.  He  has  a 
petite  yet  strong  figure,  a  seemingly  pitch-black  colored  skin  for  the  exception  of  his  arms, 
emanating  an  orange  glow  that  complements  the  rest  of  his  body.  His  face ,  although  obscured 
by  his  skin,  was  still  discernable;  wearing  a  white-haired  beard  indicating  his  old  age,  along 
with  an  amused  expression.  His  gaze  is  piercing  through  me,  as  if  judging  if  I  was  worth  his  time. 
After  a  few  seconds  having  passed  by,  his  expression  changed  and  his  grin  grew  wider,  making 
the  wrinkles  on  his  face  emerge.  He  then  straightened  his  back  and  finally  spoke  up; 
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—  "Why  hello  there  young  lad!  Do  you  not  find  it  to  be  rude  staring  at  a  person  you  just  met?"  He 
asked,  leaning  forward,  and  placing  his  forearms  on  his  thighs. 

I  did  not  understand  what  he  meant  yet,  my  eyes  mechanically  averted  their  gaze  from  him.  I 
bowed  my  head  respectfully.  He  laughed  loudly. 

—  "Worry  not  lad!"  he  said,  laughter  still  present  in  his  crispy  voice. 

—  " I’m  only  messing  with  you.  The  name’s  Old  Man  Coin,  you  must  be  a  new  golem  sent  here  by 
'Them'  huh?"  He  continued. 

I  was  confused,  I  did  not  know  what  a  golem  was  nor  did  I  did  not  know  who  he  was  referring 
to.  Is  he  talking  about  that  strange  voice?  He  quickly  spoke  up  once  more,  as  if  already  knowing 
I  would  have  this  reaction. 

—  “Anyway,  I’m  too  lazy  to  explain  anything  so  just  go  to  that  big  stone  altar  behind  you,  you’ll 
figure  things  out  eventually. " 

An  altar?  I  pondered  to  myself  for  a  bit  and  turned  my  head  around  to  look  at  it  but  while  doing 
so,  my  eyes  laid  upon  the  horizon  in  front  of  me. 

Floating  islands  as  far  as  my  sight  goes,  various  structures  on  nearly  each  one  of  them,  mostly 
all  of  them  in  ruins.  And  dominating  the  view,  impossible  to  miss,  is  the  blinding  light  who 
seems  to  be  at  the  center  of  this  world.  It  was  obvious  what  it  was;  my  goal  and  purpose.  The 
Dying  Sun. 

After  contemplating  this  mesmerizing  sight  for  a  while,  I  lower  my  eyes  and  turn  to  face 
the  altar  the  old  man  was  pointing  me  to;  although  made  of  stone,  it  seems  to  be  perfectly 
sculpted  with  a  symbol  of  the  sun  engraved  in  it,  radiating  a  warm  light  Smaller  rectangular 
stones  emanating  lights  surrounds  the  altar  and  in  front  are  steps  leading  up  to  a  platform.  A 
strange  pattern  is  carved  on  its  floor.  With  no  other  path  but  the  edges  of  the  tiny  floating  island 
leading  to  my  demise,  going  up  the  steps  is  my  lone  choice.  Approaching  them,  I  could  feel 
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warmth  leaking  out  the  altar;  It  is  calling  me.  A  sudden  urge  to  go  atop  the  platform  rose  and 
before  I  could  realize,  I  unconsciously  climbed  it  up  in  one  jump.  I  landed  on  it,  directly  facing 
the  altar.  The  pattern  under  my  feet  started  glowing  and  a  surge  of  light  enveloped  my  entire 
body,  giving  me  a  bright  aura.  Energy  coursing  through  each  one  of  my  limbs,  the  power  of  the 
altar  is  injecting  itself  in  me.  A  strange  feeling  on  my  back  emerged,  making  me  turn  my  head 
to  find  the  cause...  Words  could  not  describe  the  sensation  I  felt  when  my  eyes  locked  upon  the 
source.  A  pair  of  divine  looking  wings  made  of  silver  feathers  grew  out  of  me.  While  staring  at 
them  in  awe,  the  aura  surrounding  me  started  to  be  absorbed  by  them,  and  the  blinding  light 
slowly  faded  away,  leaving  the  new  additions  of  my  body  shining  a  heavenly,  vivid  white  glow. 
I  feel  like  I  could  now  soar  high,  riding  the  sky  above  me.  Looking  at  the  floating  islands,  the 
thought  of  flying  across  them  fills  me  with  an  unknown  feeling;  I  am  excited.  I  look  at  Old  Man 
Coin,  he  was  watching  at  me  with  a  grand  smile  that  reaches  his  eyes,  revealing  a  pair  of  white 
teeth  that  contrasted  his  skin. 

—  "Go  out  there  and  get  me  some  of  those  things,  would  you?"  he  requested  while  holding  a 
rectangular  object  radiating  a  dark  yellow  glow,  a  symbol  of  the  sun  on  both  front  and  back  of 
it. 

—  "I  like  to  call  these  things  ‘coins’,  collect  all  of  them  around  these  ruined  lands  and  there  might 
be  a  reward  for  you." 

I  nod  my  head  approvingly,  accepting  his  demand,  whilst  also  thinking  to  myself  that  his  name 
is  quite  plain  if  it  came  from  that  alone.  But  I  quickly  pushed  away  all  my  thoughts  and 
questions.  I  want  to  travel  out  there  right  away. 

I  steady  myself  and  prepare  to  run.  My  first  step  hits  the  floor,  then  another  follows,  soon 
after  the  third.  Each  step  makes  me  faster,  growing  my  excitement  the  closer  I  get  to  the  edge. 
I  found  myself  at  the  border  of  the  island  much  faster  than  I  thought  I  would  be  and  jumped 
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right  before  falling.  My  wings  spread  out  far  to  my  sides,  each  feather  glowing  brighter,  and  I 
felt  much  lighter.  I  was  flowing  across  the  gap  separating  the  tiny  island  now  behind  me  and 
the  next  one  at  a  thrilling  speed.  As  I  was  reaching  the  edge  of  the  second  island  and  aiming  for 
the  third,  I  started  feeling  myself  descending  and  quickly  pushed  myself  back,  preventing  my 
fall  in  the  space  between  the  two  isles.  I  hit  the  floor  hard,  my  back  facing  the  ground.  I  heard  a 
chuckle  behind  me  but  brushed  it  off.  I  got  back  up  and  regained  my  posture,  making  a  mental 
note  that  I  cannot  fly,  only  jump  a  certain  distance.  Although  I  was  not  able  to  fly,  there  was  a 
smile  on  my  face;  even  if  it  is  much  more  dangerous  that  I  can  only  leap,  it  only  resulted  in 
adrenaline  getting  pumped  in  me,  embracing  the  danger.  I  jumped  towards  the  next  floating 
island  and,  without  warning,  a  scream  of  joy  escaped  my  body.  I  am  relishing  every  second  of 
it.  Off  on  my  adventure  in  this  ruined  world;  My  Journey  to  the  Sun  begun. 

I  could  not  help  but  yell  out  my  excitement  once  more. 
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CHAPTER  2  -  A  NEW  INTEREST 


While  crossing  the  land,  I  spotted  one  of  the  ‘coins’  the  old  man  was  talking  about  on  the 
isle  below  me,  next  of  a  broken  pillar.  I  slowed  down  and  quickened  my  descend,  landing  next 
to  the  strange  glowing  object.  I  approach  my  hand  and  touch  it.  Suddenly  a  flash  of  light  appears 
between  the  tip  of  my  finger  and  the  coin,  catching  off  guard  as  I  step  back  in  surprise.  The  light 
disappeared  as  fast  as  it  emerged,  the  coin  now  being  nowhere  in  sight.  Strangely  my  instincts 
kicked  in,  somehow  making  me  discover  knowledge  I  did  not  know  I  had.  I  now  knew  how  to — 
for  lack  of  better  word — 'summon'  it  back  in  my  hand.  I  started  playing  with  the  coin,  making  it 
appear  and  disappear,  wondering  how  it  was  possible.  I  tell  myself  that  it  does  not  matter  for 
now  and  continued  my  exploration. 

A  few  islands  later,  I  land  next  to  another  altar,  identic  to  the  previous  one.  The  same 
phenomenon  started  happening,  feeling  it  call  and  warmth.  I  walk  up  the  steps  to  get  atop  the 
platform.  The  same  events  begins  occurring  as  my  body  welcomes  the  aura  once  more,  albeit  it 
was  shorter  and  with,  to  my  disappointment,  no  new  pair  of  wings.  It  feels  like  I  am  getting  back 
powers  I  had  lost,  finding  its  rightful  place  inside  of  me.  My  wings  were  slightly  growing 
brighter  after  absorbing  the  light  of  the  altar.  Jumping  and  running  around  the  tiny  mass  of  land 
to  test  myself  made  me  realize  I  could  now  travel  faster  and  jump  even  further.  A  smirk  grew 
on  my  face.  I  then  notice  a  stone  tablet  I  had  somehow  missed  opposite  of  the  altar.  Strange 
writings  were  carved  on  it  along  with  a  dim  light  leaking  out.  Curiosity  making  me  advance 
towards  it,  I  lifted  my  hand  and  placed  it  on  top  of  the  tablet.  Images  depicting  light  and 
darkness  appears  in  my  mind,  along  with  a  strange  voice,  different  that  the  one  I  had  heard 
before,  that  started  to  narrate  the  story  of  how  Light  and  Darkness  came  to  be.  It  unfortunately 
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did  not  reveal  any  new  details  to  what  I  knew  already.  Dissatisfied,  I  leave  the  island  behind  me 
and  continue  my  journey. 

I  cannot  tell  for  how  long  I  had  been  jumping  from  one  small  island  to  another,  the 
adrenaline  had  died  out  and  it  left  me  quite  worn-out,  though  my  excitement  was  still  intact. 
The  color  of  the  sky  has  not  changed  since  my  arrival  due  to  the  Sun  being  omni-present, 
making  nighttime  absent  in  this  world.  I  arrived  on  a  much  bigger  island;  a  crumbling  yet 
functioning  windmill  made  of  stone  sat  on  its  middle  with  a  campfire  behind  it.  Furthermore,  a 
few  ruins  were  scattered  across  the  landscape,  albeit  they  now  looked  more  like  big  rocks.  I 
decided  this  island  was  a  perfect  place  to  rest.  The  windmill  is  somehow  being  supported  by 
four  pillars  on  each  corner  of  its  elevated  base,  making  us  able  to  go  below  it.  Walking  under 
the  impressive  structure,  I  reach  the  campfire  and  embrace  its  comforting  warmth  as  I  sit  down 
next  to  it.  This  little  haven  is  like  a  small  field  and  smelt  like  it.  The  green  color  of  the  grass  and 
the  light  blue  sky  with  a  shade  of  orange  made  this  scenery  feel  like  it  was  taken  straight  out  of 
a  painting.  Gentle  wind  is  blowing  past  my  face  as  I  let  go  all  the  tension  in  my  body  next  to  my 
source  of  heat.  Examining  the  campfire,  it,  strangely,  seems  the  fire  never  extinguishes.  I 
frowned,  asking  myself  how  this  was  made  possible  once  more.  I  turn  my  gaze  to  the  imposing 
windmill  beside  me,  its  sails  in  harmony  with  the  calm  breeze  flowing  in  the  air.  The  ruins 
resting  on  this  island  made  it  was  obvious  that  something  akin  to  a  village  used  to  stand  here 
but  is  now  one  with  the  past.  How  wonderful  yet  saddening  to  think  this  place  contained  life, 
yet  is  now  destroyed  or  abandoned,  leaving  bits  and  pieces  of  history  behind.  If  I  did  not 
discover  them,  how  many  people  would  know  of  those  ruins?  Shaking  the  grim  thoughts  away, 
I  noticed  another  stone  tablet  behind  some  debris  which  peaked  my  interest,  but  I  was  too 
exhausted  to  get  up.  For  now,  I  set  my  mind  on  what  I  want  to  do  the  most;  rest. 
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I  woke  from  my  slumber  feeling  quite  rested  and  refreshed.  I  spent  some  time  watching 
the  horizon  before  getting  up.  I  head  towards  the  stone  tablet  I  spotted  before  my  sleep.  I  push 
away  the  debris  surrounding  it  and  place  my  hand  atop  of  it.  Depictions  of  a  new  story  invaded 
my  thoughts  as  the  same  voice  began  speaking.  This  one  was  much  more  interesting. 

—  "The  tension  between  Light  and  Darkness  were  at  their  climax,  small  fights  started  breaking  out 
between  them.  Light  deployed  the  'Shining  Star',  a  weapon  deadly  to  their  counterpart,  whilst 
Darkness  was  covering  the  lands  and  preparing  an  army  of 'Dark  Lurkers’ — people  who  lost  their 
'light'  and  decided  to  get  revenge.  The  tension  kept  going  growing  wilder,  yet  none  made  a  move. 
That  is  until  Sid  actions  caused  the  start  of  the  greatest  war  ever — 'The  War  of  Ends'.”  The  voice 
faded  away,  leaving  me  to  think  back  on  what  I  heard. 

The  details  were  clear  and  informative,  and  I  wondered  who  made  these  tablets  and  for  what 
reason?  This  started  my  curiosity  and  interest  in  the  History  of  the  Shattered  World. 
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CHAPTER  3  -  AN  UNEXPECTED 

MEETING 


I  thought  to  myself  how  big  this  place  was  compared  to  the  others.  I  had  left  the 
'Windmill  Haven’,  as  I  now  call  it,  and  found  myself  on  a  weirdly  shaped  island  with  multiple 
layers  that  went  high  above.  I  continue  to  explore  with  caution,  cliffs  are  all  over  the  place. 
Jumping  carefully  on  parts  of  land  sticking  out  of  the  side  of  this  island,  climbing  my  way  to  the 
top.  I  got  to  a  flatter  ground  after  going  up  a  few  layers,  there  was  a  painting  on  the  side  of  a  cliff 
which  has  some  of  the  Dark  Lurkers  depicted  on  it.  They  looked  like  shadowy  humanoids;  it  is 
quite  interesting. 

After  more  hiking  and  rock  climbing,  I  am  finally  at  the  peak  of  this  mountain-like  island. 
Looking  down  at  the  scenery  I  feel  a  sense  of  accomplishment,  then  suddenly  someone  spoke 
up. 

—  “I  didn 't  think  anyone  would  be  here. "  I  looked  back;  there  I  saw  a  man  with  a  white  coat  sitting 
under  a  tree,  looking  at  me.  He  got  up  and  closed  the  distance  between.  He  reached  out  his  hand 
and  said 

—  "Hello,  the  name’s  Destern.  It’s  been  a  while  since  I  last  saw  around  here.’’ 

I  got  slightly  flustered  at  the  sudden  appearance  of  a  person  but  soon  regained  my  composure. 
Accepting  his  handshake,  I  initiated  my  first  conversation. 

—  "Greetings  Destern,  I’m  a  simple  traveler  with  no  name  who  is  exploring  this  land."  He  narrows 
his  eyes  upon  hearing  my  statement. 

—  "No  name...?’’  He  repeated,  as  if  making  sure  he  heard  right. 

I  never  gave  much  thought  to  it  .until  now,  I  realize  I  have  nothing  to  refer  myself  as. 


Page  |  10 


—  "I  unfortunately  have  no  name  of  my  own."  I  replied  with  a  tint  of  shame. 

And  then  an  unexpected  staring  competition  started.  We  stood  in  silence  for  dozens  of  seconds, 
until  he  broke  the  quietness. 

—  "Hah!  A  new  golem  after  more  than  a  thousand  years!''  An  amused  expression  on  his  visage. 

It  was  the  second  time  I  was  referred  to  as  a  'golem’.  While  trying  to  find  the  right  words  for  my 
questions,  he  waved  his  hand  in  dismission. 

—  "You  will  know  the  truth  soon  enough.  Anyway,  you’re  saying  that  you  are  exploring,  right?  Let 
me  go  with  you." 

Being  cautious  of  the  stranger — Destern — ,  I  am  not  sure  whether  I  should  trust  him  or  not, 
although  I  fear  my  journey  would  be  quite  lonely  on  my  own.  I  look  at  him  for  a  moment  before 
answering. 

—  " Some  company  never  hurts,  though  I  wish  to  know  more  about  you."  I  requested. 

—  " That’s  the  spirit"  He  said,  letting  out  a  hearty  laugh 

—  "And you'll  know  more  about  me  over  time,  friend!  Let  us  not  haste  things." 

I  wished  to  say  more  but  found  nothing  coming  up  to  my  mind,  nor  did  I  have  a  reason  to  refuse 
as  of  now. 

Thus,  the  clock  of  fate  started  to  run  again  and  the  events  that  would  unfold  in  the  future  slowly 
move  in  place... 
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